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Churchill Diſſected. 


yu one worn down with Sickneſs. Pains, and 


Care, 
Struggling beneath the weight of Seventy Years, 
Whoſe blood flow circulating in his Veins, 
Scarce drags along of Life the poor Remains ; 


Whoſe Faculties (if any once he ſhar'd) 5 
Are all, by time's deſtroying hand, impair'd ; 
Shall ſuch a man, unequally engage, 
And ſtand the Mark of CHURCHILL's mighty rage 
Your raſh Intention prudently forego, 


Nor cope with ſuch a formidable Foe. 


I own, my Friend, your Argument is clear, 


- 


But my Philoſophy admits. not Fear ; 

Of ſeas and parties till 've built my ſenſe 
: on the broad baſis of Benevolence, 
| ? on cool Conſideration ne er cad, 
Az 


t 4) 
A nor! Turpitude on polites. 
— the various Modes of Faith, have found 


0 
» 


3 . Some Men of honeſt P: inciples and ſound ; 

3 Theſe the Companions of my yacant Hours, 
| As Bees ſuck ſweets from ev ry claſs of flowrs; 20 
Such once was“, with ev ry grace adorn'd, 

Lov'd by his country, by his county mourn d: 

4 Such“ i, his country's zealous Friend, 

4 Whoſe modeſty ſorbids me to commend ; 

EZ Attach'd to Virtue from my earlieſt Youth, 25- 

=” love with letters, more in love with truth. l 
No Poet, yet not wholly uninſpir'd, ; 


0 ' Fondto admire, not born to be admir d; 

N Scribling ſome Verſe, without a further end 
T dan juſt to pleaſe aMiſireſs or a Friend. 

, ; v Long I've ſtood tamely by, expecting ſome 

| b. b k N Genuis would ſrt, and frike this Railer dumb; 


To fix the point deep in the tend'reſt part, 


By Virtue arm'd, beneath her moral ſhield, 
In her fair cauſe, I dauntleſs take the field. 


Which ballances all Odds twixt Age and Youth : 


Protect the verſe, an unknown Author brings, 
Traduc d, and driven from the peoples hearts, 


Thy monarch's, and regain thy country's love; 
* Secure of this, if learning manners, Senſe, _ 


(5) *__ oY 
With indignation burning in my breaſt, - © þ 
Tl meet this foe · and dare him to the teſt 'X 
I know his force, I own his ſharpen'd quill, _— 
Feather'd with wit, or wants his hand the ſkill 


And ſend the ranking Venom to the heart.. a == 


Falſhood his Second, mine is Heav'n born truth, 


Truth fighting by my fide, in armour bright, 
Falſhood ſhall fall, and CHURCHILL take to flight, _ I 
Oh BUTE ! thy blood, the ſame with ancient Kings, "al 


Unbrib'd but by thy Worth, by wicked arts 


h * 
Self baniſh d from the court, ſtill may'ſt thou prove, 
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1 : Religion, virtue, bave a juſt Pretence 
1 3 ” To love and high Eſteem, thy life, oh! BUTE, 
3 Win beſt each lying libeller refute ; 

Which fairly plac'd in ev'ry point of light, 

Dr public, or domeſtic, all is right. 

1 N Form d to diſcharge an honeſt ſtateſman's part, 
An able head, and uncorrupted heart; 


"= court polite in converſe, yet ſincere, 


Dear to thy wife, thy children, ſervants dear ; 
Thy hand to learning. parts, and genius free, 


What want went ever unreliv'd from thee? 
1 refuſing once, with decent pride, 
The profits, where the poſt was unſupply'd: 
Wich erudition grac d, and choſe to train 

A King, ſhall bleſs a people with his reign; 
A King, by precept and example ſhown, 
How to deſerve, and how to wear * Crown ; 


= Ye grateful Britons high your voices raiſe, 


55 


70 


F 4 | Shall GEORGEbe King, and ſhall notBUTEhavePraiſe 


1 9 

Why is the Land, which gave thy Fathers Birth, _ _ 
Mark'd as the moſt deteſtable on Earth ? — 
Why are our Brerthren, t other fide the Tweed, 75 
Characteris d as ſcarce of human Breed ? | 
Has not that injur'd Kingdom olten giv'n 
Heroes to Earth, and fainted Souls to Heav'n ? 
Have not her Univerſities ſent forth, 
In all Profelſions, Men of fignal worth? -  _ 


Have not her hardy Sons in foreign war, 


Dy'd inthe field, or home return'd with ſcars 5 
Moſt beautifully grim ? then why this Line| 
Of Diſcord drawn, our Union to disjoin? 8 
1 Ye Caledonians do your country right, | 


| | Call forth theſe vile traducers to the fight. 


In ſingle Combat their bold Captain fell, 1 


As arch a Fiend as e'er was ſent from Hell: 


1 And like his Brethren of the Stygian Coaſt, 
; | He hated all Men, but the beſt, the moſt ; <4 
Al Truth, all Decency, quite thrown aſide, 2 


= Conſcious of not one Vine of his own, 
= He conld not bear fo many near the Throne. 5 
= Hence his delight the Miniſter to Sting 


= With falſe Re proach D, and to revile his King ; = 


His ſquinting Eyes with their malicious ſcoul, 


explain the Treaſon lurking in his Soul; 1 
= See bos he grins, exhibiting on high 

1 = - i To the mad Mob, the Cap of Liberty; 100 

Fluent his Tongue, his Voice was clear and loud, 

} Fit to harangue, and to miſlead a Crowd. T- 
os A Renegade—ip ev'ry Scene of Life, I 
= To God, his King, his Country, and his Wife; | 
Ions the Ring leader of Sedition's Cauſe, 105 1 
 Upheld by Faction, he defy'd the Laws; 
Now fled from Juſtice, and his native home, 
4 I.! ſearch of Liberty in Fance or Rome. 


See virtuous GRENVILLE growing into Fame, 
To diſtant Years a celebrated Name, — md 


0 
* 


4 1 3 # - + 3 ll A 1 | 
Forbid it, Heav'n! ſuch Men houlletr best Pow» 
And ne'cr may Briatn know that fatal Hour, '  -. ©: 
A Prieſt---as void of Decency as Grace, he 


No hypacritic Varniſh on his Face: 
In Band and Gown to Brothels he repairs, 


There fins with Sinners, and with Swearers ſwears. 


With Scoffers ſcoffs, and fat in Scorner's Chair, 
Defies Damnation with determin'd Air: 

This Hero in Impiety, behold Ss 295 
In Health, this Dare- devil fo brave and bold; 3 
With the leaſt Illneſs he dejected lies, 

And all Hell . beſore his coward Eyes. 


Human- without one feeling for his Kind, 
Without one Seed of Goodneſs in his Mind, 200 
No not a little one, the fmalleft Grain, 
But all is Vice, and Vice of darkeſt Stain. 


Intent on all he hates, to pour his Rage, 6 
Re ſpecting neither Merit, Rank, nor Age, 
His Characters to his on Manners ſu:ts, 


| And while by Standen foul he courts Applauſe, G 


© Appears the very Villain that he draws. 210 
- Thus lar is Truth; let Fiction come in play, 


E - Fiftion:the Baſis of the Poet's Lay. 
3 : | Not riction pregnant with a flagrant Lie, 
3 5 | But Fiftion match'd with Probability. | 1 
A Suppoſe him dead. Ye Gothamites lament, 215 
; Lift high your Voice, the Voice of Difcontent, 
A Voice of mighty Woe, your Monarch dead, ; 
- With all his Laurels blaſted on his Head. 


1 Shall CHU RCHILL die, & ſhall not Gotilammournf 220 


no Martial Trump, no Love inſpiring Lyre, 
5 Nor Organ pealing with the vocal Choir, | 


— 


8 Wes. — 4 
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( i) 

No Morning Drums to rouſe the bridal Pair, 
Pretuding often much Domeſtic War. 
No purblind Fiddler ſcraping to the Croud,' 
No Ballad Singers fcreaming hoarſe and loud, 
All Concerts, rough or ſmooth, are at a ſtand, 
The Fife, the Scotch Fife, AIll forbid his Bard: 29 
Each Inſtrument of Mirth and Joy is mute, 
And even dormant lies the ſilent Flute. 

No birds of Song, in wildly charming Notes, 
With Emulation ſtrain their tuneful Throats; 
Nor Morn not Eve ſoft Breezes waſt along 295 
The Sky-Lark's Warblings, or the plaintive Song 
| Of Philomel, but from the blaſted Oak, 
Or the dank Mead, Owls hoot, and Ravens croak. 
The falſe Hyæna, Panther never tam'd, 
Each Beaſt of Prey not without Horror nam'd; 240 
D--- Blood - Hound, M- Bull-Dog, and L--- Bear, 
All of thy Kin, the public Sorrow ſhare: 
And white the Mongrel holds the Moon at Bay, 


"Makes 0 one falſe ep, anti on the Ground; 
| Sedition, having done her filthy job, 
No longer animates the ſenſeleſs mob ; 

2A Revenge and Malice both inactive fland, 
43 I | | And Slander drops the Dagger from her Hand: 230 
= Slander, a Fury of the fouleſt Name, 
= Worſe than a Murd'rer for ſhe murders Fame. 
A ' What Man ſurvives the Blaſt of public Breath ? 
| B For Honour loſt, finds no relief but Death; 
4 : All ſtop their Occupations, all agrce 255 
3 N : To mourn thy Loſs, and claim their Share in Thee. 
= All Shops are ſhut, all Trades are at a ſand, 
No noiſy Tool is heard through Gotham land : 
The Draper pleaſed mcaſureth his Cloth, 
All Black. The ſlipſhod Taylor nothing loth, 260 
Bits croſs leg d on his Board, by Day by N ght, 
Stich. follows Stitch; but Stitches wide and ſlight. 


Spruce 


(69450 
Wich HALIFAX; che darling of that Land, 
He once was delegated to command; 

With theſe a Band of loyal Patriots join. 
The Legiſlature aids each great Deſign; 
And tho' by Mebs oppos'd, by Faction croſt, 


Faction, toev'ry ſenſe of Honour loſt; 


7 heir well form'd Meaſures firmly they purſue, 


By Conſequences all prov'd juſt and true. 

Sce and applaud, they fairly make appear, 
Our Debt reduc'd three Millions in a Year; 
None of the ſavings Pocketted, or ſpent 

To bribe as practis d long) a Parliament. 
Theſe we muſt own for brave and honeſt Men, 
Tho' ſligmatiz d by Faftion's lawleſs Pen. 

Since being In is ſuch a mortal Sin, 

Suppoſe for once, thoſe that are Out were In; 
Can #%#**® repair the Miſchief done, 

By all his Blunders, when at Helm ſo long? 
* a Cameleon, changing oft his Coat, 


120 


5 | 1 3 
| gods bm it vt Vo 100 

"Hear . oppoſe each continental Meaſure, 

Then ſee him waſte x bauckrupt Nation's Treafure, 

on che fame Plan, to pleaſe 8 partial court, 

FE ſend forth Sword and fire, and call it ſport ; 

Wo could forgive the Pilot, that, midſt Rocks, 135 

l - Deſerts the Helm ; or Will, who quits the box 

3 8 And having raſhly drove a dang rous Way, 

« nis Maſter leaves; to get out as he may. 


. ; porbid! it Heav'n ſuch Men ſhould e'er have pow'r ; 
4 | And ne'er may Britain know that fatal hour. 140 


« Then BUTE ſept forth and took the Helm in hand, 
ud beer d the fhatter'd Veſſel ſafe to Land: 

- True! to each Quarter of the Globe ſhe ſail'd, 

43 * with her Thunder ev'ry where prevail d; 

4 © But now her Tackling torn her ſtores all ſpent, 145 
I ner crew reduc d to balf their complement, 

The Planks juſt ſtarti ng from her wave-beat Sides, 
e fit to * che ſmootheſt Tides, 


Her 


* 


( 1.) 


Her Owners broke, no hopes of freſh Supplies,” - 


With certain Ruin full before our Eyes, EY 


(This wretched State her Enemies wel knew, 
And this the Pojpt they always bad in View s 


Then BUTE ſtept forth, &bade War's Tempeſt cam 


And gave us, what we wanted, gave us Peace. 
CHURCHILL appear, & hear the Charge make, 5s 
To juſtify the deep Revenge I take. 
CHURCHILL appear, and anſwer to the — 
A heavy one it is, and long, and large. 
CHURCHILL appear, or ſuffer foul Diſgrace; 
He dares not meet, I find, Truth face to face; 16 
But ſkulks about, and fearing to be known, 
The better to deceive, puts off the Gown ; 
In Blue and Gold now ſtrutting like a Peer, 
Cocks his lac'd Beaver with a martial Air. 


His Perfon----all will know him by the Print 263 


HOGARTH has giv'n, with fuch arch Meaning in. 


His drunken n his leering EH 
'B 2 


Te) 

His Bear 'Skin. unnd Bis Stef Buck. round with lies; 

u travels with a Trull he calls his W 5 Hir - YM 

1 him ſedue d to infamy for Life: 170 N 

His Muſe dred up at Billinſgute, his Muſe 4 

Hoixen Jade, inflructed' to abuſe ; INT | 

Avixen Jade, but not to do her wrong,) 5 1 

* Wit; Skill, Spirit, all the Pow'rs of Song; 

"With Strumpet Air, dreſt in a Negligee, © 175 

— each Hour, for a Fee. 

3 2 A Subject to his Sovereign moſt _ al, 

= A Foe to each Prerogative that's Royal, 
Touch but a Libeller, or ceaſe his Book, 

* Howe'er licentious, an alarm is tock/ꝛ 1780 

The Trumpet of Sedition ſounds on high, | 
And WILKES and LIBERTY is all the Cry. 

Cabals are form d, who by all Arts contrive, 

The good old Cauſe in Englard to revive; 

I - Mongh Senators to kindle hot Debate, 183 

3B : - Foment Rebellion, and o'erturn the State. 

= ' © Forbid 


* 


a 


8 4 17 * „ 
Spruce Waiters wid den Flaggonsnimbly , 


Exceſſive Sorrow drinks each, Cellar dry ; 
His Subjects all, one doleful Ditty fing, 265 
And maudlini in their Cups, denlore their drunken King. 

Lament, unhappy Gothamites, lament, 

Lift high your Voice, a Voice of Diſcontent : 
AXoice of mighty Woe, your Monarch dead, 
With all his Laurels blaſted on his Head ; 270 
| Your Monarch dead, ah ? never to return ; 

Shall CHURCHILL die, and ſhall not Gotham mourn? 


0 * : 
Is * old. 4 42 A : . 2 rn . 


Tho' mourn'd by ev'ry Bird and Beaſt of Prey, 
1 Mourn'd by thy Subjects, greater Beaſts than they. 
| Yet ev'ry Plant of Virtue, each fair Flow'r, 275 
k Shall raiſe their Heads; and hail the happy Hour; 
1 Since thao no more, ſhalt baleful Influence ſhed, 


Nor blight their budding Bloſſoms cer they ſpread. 

The Snow-drop firſt in Prieſily Surplice dreſt, 
Unhurt by Froſt, Fore-runner of the reſt 4... 
Of Flora's Train. The Winter Aconite , | ; 1 
Cloſe by her Side, in golden Garments dicht; 


= 1 18 * 

. The cas eln, Wits „ Vellow, Pavple, Blue, 
The Scotch once moſt n vogue, a mottled Crew, 
ue Hedge-row Frimrble, und ebe Vrlet feet, . 283 
Vbvucoltivsted, riſe benw your Feet; s 
5 The Poly anth endleſs in Variety, 

Liſts its gay Umbels nearer to che Eye : 

Nor ſhall unſungthef.vect Narciſſus arop, . Bag 
With Silver Petals, and a Golden Cup, = | 
Behold, majeſtic, both in Form and Size, 

E = Enrichd with Pearls, the Crown Trperial riſe :} 

S The gloſſy hackled Wind Flow'r next appears, 
nu various Dies, but never Yellow wears: 
rie Crow-Feet which their Birth From Turkey drew, 
. 3 Shine in all Colours ſtill excluding Blue: 
=. The Beats. Ears. Silver Eye, and Velvet Stains, 

3 Nor love the Sun beams, nor deſcending Rains: 

Tube Tulip often in a Foołs Coat ſeen, 
Is all meer Outſide, nothing ſweet within: 380 

The Poppy proud, the Beauty of an Hour; 

— Antaranth, an 2 Flower: 


( 19 . 
The Roſe, the Damaſk Roſe, the Sommers Prige, 
With fragrant Bloſſoms, . like a Bride: 
The Wood-bind wildly wand'r ring where it wills, 306 
The neighb'ring Air with ſweeteſt Odours fills ; 
Carnations now theis Silver Petals ſpread, 

Diverſify d with ev'ry Tint of Red. 
But vain and endleſs were the Taſk to ſing, 


A Thouſand more, which in their Seaſons ſpring: 310- 
From the Dwarf-Lilly, Tenant of the Vale, 

Filling with Sweets ambroſial ev'ry Gale, 

To the tall Giant of the Mallow Breed, 

Who fcentleſs, high in Air, erects his flaming Head. 
All drop in ſilent ſorrow, all unable 315 
To ſpeak their Grief ſor Thee, unleſs in Fable. 

Tho' mourn'd by ev ry Bird and Beaſt of Prey, 
Mourn'd by thy Subjects; greater Beaſts than they. 
Yet ev'ry Plant of Virtue, each fair Flow' A 

Shall raiſe their Heads, and hail the happy Hour, 320 
Since Thou no more ſhalt haneful Influence ſhed, 
Nor blight their budding Bloſſoms hen A. 2 
0 2 
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| The - Thittle, ever Objett of thy Hate, - 
The Thiſlte ! more than triumphs i in thy Fate. 


"Now 1 could ramble Foreſts der and Fields, 925 
And fing what rural Vegetation yields ; 
But fince in Gardens I have loiter'd long, | 
Fot which through Life my Paſſion has been ſtrong, 
Why name the wicked Weeds to Thee ally d; 
The Briar, a ſharp Thorn in many a fide ; 320 
The Nettle, ſtinging cen the faireſt Hand, 
Or the Mad: Apple, pois ning half the Land; 
Why ſhould I name the nauſeous purging Thorn, 
Or the curſt Savine, Foe to Babes unborn ; 


The bloody Birch, Dread of thy youthful Hours, 333 


Fit Inſtrument to wake thy mental Pow'rs ; 
The Bay and Laurel (once of noble uſe,) 

wich Leaves oft proſtitute and deathful Juice; 
The fun ral Cy prefs, and the Church-yard Yew, 


oO weeping Willow, worn by Lovers true, 340 


Since ev'ry noxious Herb, each baleſul Tree, 
_ The Triple not excepted, groans for Thee. 


| Lament, unhappy — lament, Liſt 


With all his Laurels blaſted on his Head; 
Your Monarch dead, ah! never to return, 
Shall CHURCHILL die, and ſhall not Gotham mourn i 


Bold Tueſday ſtrutting with his Iron Creſt; 
| Wedneſday, quick Meſſenger, thro” thick and thin, 


Lift up your Voice, a Voice of Diſcontent: 


A Voice of mighty Woe, your Monarch dead, 35 


Moments and Minutes poſting very faſt, 


Which imperceptibly bring on our lat; 252 


While Hours are very long, or very ſhort, 

As paſt in Sorrow, or as ſpent in Sport. 

Morn, Noon, and Eve with Night complete the Day, | 
Half -loath'd in Darkneſs, half with Sun-ſhine gay. , 


Monday i in Silver Mantle neatly dreſt, 5 


And jovial Thurſday arm'd in Plates of Tin; 
Friday the Copper Queen of looſer Sport, 
With Leaden Saturday in dirty Shirt; | 350 
While Sunday dreſt in Gold, the Baſket pins, ; 

And make* Atonement full for weekly Sins, 


Sharp January, flain'd with Royal Blood; 


1 (2) 
en We. drown'd with many a Hod; 4 

Y - fee March a coward Bully well expreſs, 365 = 

E 1 And April ſhiv'ring ina Summer's Dreſs ; 

Fond May, diſgrac d with. many a broken Vow, 

. Source of Conteſts, ſcarce ly over now; 

Juh, ſo ſatal to the Fallow Deer, | 

Sad Aug /s, ſtill remember'd with a Tear; 370 

muna, grumbling with the new Exciſe, 

And old October, bunging both his Eyes; 

Nuuenler, with his Halter, dark and drcar, 

. once the merrieſt of the Lear: 


Al, all, unite to raiſe a doleful Cry, 27s 
| ring, Summer, Autumn, Winter weeping by. 
Vor Years ſuceeding Years, ceaſc to lament 

3 The Time they gave, ſo wretchedly miſpent. 

3 A *Behold him dead, no matter how or when, 

. 5 5 The Halter's Victim, or Phy ſician's Pen. 380 
1 5 For nice Inſpection, or by Form of Law 

| _ DilſeRed, does not ſigniſy a Straw, 

_ Nakedupona Board he lies at length, 

JT n . once with Porters Strength. No 


1 


e — _ 


| ( '29 ) 
No proud Infurgent now! Ready ut hand, 
Bran, Spunges, Water, Tubs and Towells =— 
See there, that felf: ſufficient Prig, | 
[ His grinning Face half bury'd in his Wig, 
Writing Remarks, fit only to be ſeen 47 
With other Trafh, in ſome vile Magazine : - 396 
Whom I- but let him take this wholſome Hint. 
= Or I ſhall tell more Truths when next l print. "a9 
The Surgeon now with ſharp and ſhining Blade, 
4 Has oer the Trunk a croſs Inciſion made * | 
This Signature perhaps, ſo deeply giv'n, 395 
May prove his Paſſport at the Gates of Heav nn 
The Croſs baptiſmal long by Sin effac'd, 
And all its ghoftly Workings quite diſgrac d: 
This Point to prieſtly Caſuiſis I reſign, 


* | 
- 


It is their Province, and tis far from: mine. | 
They od the Stomach-fraught with Acids keen. 
And of a moſt enormous Size: his Spleen; 

The Liver full of Gall, and overfiowing ; . 


To this his ſharp ſatytic Vein is owing. - 


* . "WE ee n Woe, - 40g 
7 3 For Faults, which all ſrom Conſtitution flow! 
4 N . m Guts they next unravel. Fold by Fold, 
$ : Z 7 D And find the Cæcum cramm'd with minted Gold; 
"BM . (The Doftor eyes the minted Gold with Glee, 
BY ” And claims it as his Perquiſite, or Fee,) 410 
2 = But cannot, tho' they ſearch with double Care, 
I = dcr the leaſt Inch of Rectum there. 
Suach a5 he ſeen, not ſound in either Kidney 
Unlike the reſolute, undaunted SIDNEY, 
Who felt the Stroke of Pow'r, his Works tho' leſs 413 
Seditious, nor committed to the Preſs. 


Dm then ſuch vile Incendiaries complain, 
Beneath the Lenity of GEORGE'S Reign ? 

His Lungs, the Belows once of Civil Strife 
Themſelves inflam'd. His beart, main Spring of life, 
= Hard to Callofity, cho fwoln with Pride, 

q :; ; Now beth its Ventricles are open'd wide, 
3 5 ob ventricles fit Kennels for a Pack 

01 hateful Hell bounds, horrid all, and black : 

Eb PR Hark! 
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Hark! Nerv leads the Van, in Scent of Blood, 4 


The reſt pour thundring like a mighty Flood: 
Mad Zoilus foaming, by ſharp envy ſtung, 
While baſe Theyfites ſpends his Inarling tongue 
Tarquin, curs'd cauſe. of many a female tear, 
And Coward Drances babling in the Rear. 
Think intermix'd with theſe, join in the chace 


Ihe common-hunt, of the ſame helliſn race, 
Known by more modern Names, which to rehearſe 
Would foul my Page, and vilify my Verſe. 
Their 5peed unequal, their Purſuit the ſame | 435 
Freedom their cry, but Royalty their Game. 

His Front well cas d with Braſs they ſtrip with pain, 
Open his Skull, and find no Want of Brain. 
The Dura Mater all in proper Place, 


But can't a ſcrap of Pia Mater trace. 

They ſearch each Cell, and many find replete. 
With Fancy, Humour, Spirit, Senſe and Wat ; 
Of artful Method, Stock indeed but ſmall, 
And of Decorum, truly none at all. 
D 


* Your Monarch dead | ah! never to return; 
” Shaft CHURCHILL die, and ſhall not Gotham mour n? 
* But hold, nor treat the Public with ſuch traſh, 


48 ) 
| "Lament, unhappy Cothamites, Jameke, Hors, 445 


5 un high your voice, a voice of Diſcontent: 
: A Voice of mighty Woe, your Monarch dead, 


With all his Laurels blaſted on his head ; 


4 


* Such Quibbling well deſerves the Monthly Laſh“ 


Thus far in earneſt Part, and Part in jeſt, 


Which let our Poet, as he may, digeſt, 


We now adopt a grave and ſerious Strain, 455 


Nor more indulge the tragi- comic Vein. 


Satire his talant, hence his great Applauſe 
Before the Critic's Bar we'll bring his cauſe, 
And there, forgetting him as a Foc or Friend, 


Blame what is wrong, and what is right commend. 460 


Satire ſhould till ſupport its Dignity, 
The darling Child of gen'rous Liberty, 


BZBegot on Genuis, Nymph of high eſteem, 
& Both born and bred near the Caftalian Stream. 


- 
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( 27 ) 
Tis Satire's Birth, her Office high, to mend 
A vicious Age, but let her not diſcend 
To Miſery and rags, her Quarry hes 
Amongſt the great, unſeen by vulgar Eyes. 
But bold th' Attempt, and dang'rous the Taſk, 
To pluck from Knaves of Rank the ſpecious Maſk;470 
Shew Falſhood veil'd by truth, Meanneſs by Pride, 
And infamy with Honour Side by Side ; 
The Patriot with ambition in his Heart, 


Simplicity, with ev'ry cunning Art; 


Shew Poverty, bedaub'd all oer with Lace, 475 


Shew Difcontent, with Sun-ſhine in his Face; 
Shew calt off Stateſmen, ſtruggling hard for Pow'r : 
| Shery Impotence till fumbling with his Whore; 
Shew lordly lacqueys in their ſlaviſh ſtate, 
Shevv all the littleneſſes of the great; 
Shew Prudence, ſneaking at the tail of vice, 
Shew Reſolution, whiffling ev'ry trice, 
Shew Flattery with high contempt in league, 
Shew Love and Hatred join d in one h ; 

D 2 


* 8 what well was known; 48h; 
© Tranſlators, with no Language but their own; 


Shew heavy Critics puzzling common ſenſe, 

Shew all Pretenders, who have no Pretence ;. 

 Eowards i in Scarlet, Drewes that can fawn; 

7 Raſcals: in Robes, and infidels in lawn. 490. 

| E ſueh there are, theſe are thy law ful prey, 

_ Theſe CHURCHILL, drag forth to the face of Day, 
And ſtripping off their Trappings and their Fur 
Shew in his naked State each dirty Cur, 

Who meanly creeps behind the Forms of Law, 


SON 
* 
5 


By no Reſtrain of Conſcience kept in Awe. 
But let not Party Malice ſtain thy Page, 

Nor with the Herd of Factions Tools engage; 
Satire ſhould ne'er be guilty of a lie, 
Nor. load a Foe with groundleſs Calumny. 300 
Then why bas*******fe]t thy keeneſt Dart? 

| Why haſt thou-ſtab'd him in the tend'reſt Part? 

Why. heap'd ſuch falſe Aſperſions on his head? 
Scarce. guilty of one charge that thou haſt made. 


(wy ) 2 
Was it, becauſe he would not tamely. fit 
The Ridicule of WIEKES licentious Wit? 
Or would not Envy ſuffer him to raiſe | 
Round POPE's fair tomb, the Tribute of his Praiſe p 
POPE, thy great Mafter in ſaty ric Art, 
Without thy helliſh Rancour at his Heart. 


WER 
Thy Pencil all thy Figures over-paints, . 


Why draw them Devils, cauſe not perfe&'Staints * 
Shade ſhad'wing Shade, we can no likeneſs ſee ; 
Where nothing differs, nathing can agree. = 
Whea we have own'd the Merit of a Foe, 


515 
More deep each ſtab we give, more ſure each Blow:- 
As for Volþone---lives there ſuch a wretch, 

conſine him (with poor******) o'er to Ketch; 

Vices and Follies ſhould thy Scourges feel, 

But never break a Murd rer on thy Weel; 


Such capital Delinquents leave to Fate. 

For Juſtice will o ertake them, ſoon or late. 
On his Nativity the muſes ſmil'd; | 

And Phatus own'd hin for-afav'rite/Child;. 
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19 
Gave him a Portion large of Wit and "IN 
And warm d him with poetic Influence. 
Endow'd with Talents by fo few enjoy'd, 
Who, but muſt grieve, to ſee them miſemploy d I 
The Sons of Riot him a Convert make . 

To Bacchus, and he ſoon turns out a Rake ; 530 
And having never felt Affliction's Rod, 
The Paths of Vice full jollily he trod, 
Till Poverty, that follow'd cloſe behind, 

Full ſtares him in the Face, a meager F iend ! 
Diftreſs'd, nor knowing where to hide his Head, 535 
He liſts with Faction for his daily bread, 

In her foul Cauſe exerts his utmoſt (kill, 

And great the Profits of his venal Quill. 

He, what was never done by Bards of old, 
Turns all he touches, Midas like, to Gold. 540 


What Fool would ſtarve with virtue in a Garret, 


525 


When Vice can treat with Ven'ſon, Hock and Claret ? 
Suck Eaſe, ſuch Vigour flowingin his Verſe, 

As POPE or DRYDEN might with pride reherſe; 
Wuty 


1 . 91 ) == 
Witty as RUTLER, and like MULGRAVE dear, 545 
As DENHAM firong, than OLDHAM more ſevere: : 1 
Envy muft own his Works almoſt divine, J 
Would he but blot out each offenſive Line: 
Such noble Sentiments, ſo well expreſt, | q ; 
Muſt warm in F reedom's cauſe, the coldeſt Breaſt,gzo | 1 
But warm not long: Alas! they all proceed 1 
Not from the Poet's Heart, but from his head. 
His juſt Deſcriptions never fail to pleaſe. , 


ay 


Smooth flows the ſtream, and gently wave the Trees. 


he may often from his ſubjects ſtray, 555 
highly entertains us all the way. 
Ideal Perfons with delight ſurpriſe, 
By Magic fancy brought before our eyes. 
Yet not of equal beauty all his lines, 
Now dim as Saturn, now like ove he ſhines: 360 


His lofty verſe, now worthy of the nine, 7” 


Now cold and creeping, like poor TATE's or mine. 
The frequent reputation of his Rhimes - 
As tireſome quite as any Pariſh Chimes. 


- 


2 — 
> 
8 
* 


*Tramples, with Feet prophane, her hallow'd Grounds 


to further Proof, but let him now recruit | 


= * 


ab! und W a freſh Purſuit. 


